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Hawk's Head 


Tours were a strange thing, a place where time seemed to stand still and every day was like groundhog day. 
Get up, eat, sound check, eat, play, drink, fall in to bed. Rinse and repeat a few times a week and, sooner or 


later, the venues and hotel rooms started to look the same. 


Sitting on the freshly made bed in nothing but his shorts, Taylor spread his legs and gave his junk a good 


scratch. He was freshly showered and still amped up on adrenaline. It would be a while before he fell asleep. 


Rearranging his cock and balls, he settled back against the plump pillows and turned on the impressive flat 
screen TV. Touring the US was fine as TV was pretty much the same from state to state. It was when you 
left the country when the programming started to get weird. 


Unable to help himself, Taylor gave his balls another experimental squeeze as he settled down to watch the 
latest Bourne movie. As he did, he heard the room door click Raising an eyebrow, Taylor looked in the general 
direction of the room's small antechamber. He hadn't given anyone a spare key and both of his were in his 
wallet. 


Dave stepped from the shadows beside the door and gave him a cheeky smile. The stench of alcohol rolled off 


the other man in waves and his cheeks were tinged with the red of an evening well spent. Taylor raised an 


eyebrow and quickly muted the TV. 

"Dave?" 

The older man raised a finger to his lips in order to silence Taylor. 
"Where'd you get the key?" 


"Front desk," Dave replied. "Told them that you'd lost both of yours and were too high to get back in to your 


room.” 


Taylor's eyebrows disappeared into the mess of hair that hung around his face. He was about to yell when 


Dave once more silenced him. Sinking back in to the bed, he decided to wait and see what the other man did. 


Dave knelt on the mattress and reached for the TV remote. His eyes remained on Taylor as he aimed the slim 


black control over his shoulder and turned the TV off. 
"Heyl" Taylor protested. "I was watching that!" 


His friend did nothing but smile as he dropped the remote to the bedside table and inched closer. Taylor held 
his breath as Dave tucked his calloused fingers in to the waistband of his shorts and eased them down enough 


to reveal his flaccid cock. 
"Dave." he murmured. 


Dave just smiled at him before lowering his mouth and licking Taylor from base to tip. Taylor shuddered and 
gave a soft moan. They'd never done this before. Never spoken about it. So many people speculated on their 
sexuality. Yet, what they didn't know, was that it was an act for the cameras and the fans. An act that kept 


everyone on their toes and guessing to what the band were going to do next. 


But now.. Now Dave was turning all of that on its head. Taylor watched in stunned silence as Dave slowly and 
meticulously licked him to hardness. Taylor didn't want to give in. Didn't want to moan or move or buck his 


hips. Didn't want to grab at Dave. Yet.. 


Dave's lips closed over the head of his cock and Taylor let out a strangled moan Pleasure was beginning to roll 
through him and tightening his groin. His hands curled in to the bedsheets until he couldn't take any more and 
he balled his right hand in to Dave's waves of soft hair. He gave a gentle tug to clear the hair from the older 


man's face. 


And watch he did. Taylor was fascinated by the way that his cock slid in and out of his friend's mouth. Dave 
felt different to women, his mouth larger and wetter and oh-so-more delicious. Taylor couldn't help himself 


and he gently rolled his hips, pushing himself deeper in to Dave. 


"Yeah," he murmured. "Yeah, that feels good. You put that mouth to good use, Dave. Do something with it that 


shuts you up for five minutes." 
cause thats all Im gonna last with you giving me the dirtiest, wettest blow job Ive ever had 


There was something about watching Dave that was driving him crazy. How many other people could say that 
they'd had Dave curled up between their legs and pleasuring them? How many others had marvelled at the 
way his dark hair cascaded over their thighs? 


Taylor let out a strangled groan as his friend moved lower and began to lap at his aching balls. He wanted to 
let go. Wanted to scream. And he would once he'd gotten over the strange sensation of having his best friend 
suck his dick. Oral sex from a man was all so different. Strange and weird but deliciously beautiful at the same 
time. And he wasn't going to turn Dave down, especially if this was going to become a regular thing on the 


sometimes lonely road. 


Sinking back in to the bed, Taylor closed his eyes and rested a hand on Dave's head. Feeling his friend's tongue 
tickle at his balls and perineum was driving him crazy and Taylor wondered how much longer he could hold out 
for. His cock was all but forgotten, hard and aching against his stomach with a pool of pre-come cooling 
beneath the head. His hand was slapped away when he reached down to stroke himself. 


"Dave," he whined. "Please get back to it. I'm fuckin’ horny now and | want to fuckin’ come." 
Into your mouth and over your face. Want to see my jizz hanging in all that dark hair. 


Dave just ignored him, as he pretty much always did, and continued to roll his balls across his lips. He seemed 
to be savouring the feeling of them bouncing against his mouth as his lips massaged the sensitive skin. Taylor 
howled and bucked his hips as he desperately tried to force his cock back in to the other man's mouth. He'd 
been horny so many times before but never as much as he was in that moment. Having Dave, his best friend, 
cohort, and general mischief maker, tending to his most basic of desires was driving him a kind of crazy that 


Taylor never thought existed. 


That tongue, the one that Dave was so happy to show off, began its journey back over his balls and to the 
base of his cock. The tip swirled over the thick veins and tickled the sensitive flesh. Taylor could feel tears 
glazing his eyes and he let out a strangled sob. His hand tangled in Dave's hair and gave it a soft tug until, 
finally, those plump lips closed over the head and began to once more gently suck 


Taylor was in heaven, floating on a cloud of pure pleasure. Cracking his eyes open, he took a look at the man 
curled between his legs. Dark eyes watched him and those lips twitched in to a smile before Dave's snake-like 
tongue took another swipe at his dick. 


Unable to contain himself any more, Taylor placed his hand flat on the back of Dave's head as he rolled his 


hips up. With one movement, he was buried deep in his friend's throat, his orgasm blinding him as his come 


pumped in to Dave. 


Falling back to the bed, Taylor shivered and moaned as small spasms of pleasure flared over his skin. His 
fingers were still locked in Dave's hair as his cock continued to twitch, the last droplets of fluid ejaculating into 


his friend's welcoming mouth. 


His head was still swimming as he felt Dave pull away. A moment later and there was the quiet click of the 
door opening and closing. With a smile on his lips and a new found sense of freedom swimming through his soul, 


Taylor tucked himself back in to his shorts. 


Another night on the road and another beige and white hotel room. By this point Taylor could barely tell them 
apart. They all had the same kind of bed and the same TV. All of them were functional and comfortable, 
befitting of a band on the road. He couldn't have asked for anything more. 


He was just settling down to watch some bizarre German TV show when he heard the door click. A wry smile 
tugged at his lips as he moved to turn the TV off. Soft footsteps crept across the freshly cleaned carpet and 
Taylor felt a tingle of expectation creep down his spine. Placing the remote to one side, he caught his friend, 


and now lover, step from the shadows with a finger pressed to his lips. It was time to play again. 


